CHAPTER  VI

During the first year of our life in Devonshire, the ninth year
of my age, my Father's existence, and therefore mine, was
almost entirely divided between attending to the little com-
munity of 'Saints' in the village and collecting, examining and
describing marine creatures from the sea-shore. In the course of
these twelve months, we had scarcely any social distractions of
any kind, and I never once crossed the bounds of the parish.
After the worst of the winter was over, my Father recovered
much of his spirits and his power of work, and the earliest
sunshine soothed and refreshed us both. I was still almost always
with him, but we had now some curious companions.

The village, at the southern end of which our villa stood,
was not pretty. It had no rural picturesqueness of any kind.
The only pleasant feature of it, the handsome and ancient parish
church, with its umbrageous churchyard, was then almost
entirely concealed by a congeries of mean shops, which were
ultimately, before the close of my childhood, removed. The
village consisted of two parallel lines of contiguous houses, all
white-washed and most of them fronted by trifling shop-
windows; for half a mile this street ascended to the church, and
then it descended for another half-mile, ending suddenly in
fields, the hedges of which displayed, at intervals, the inevitable
pollard elm-tree. The walk through the village, which we
seemed to make incessantly, was very wearisome to me. I
dreaded the rudeness of the children, and there was nothing in
the shops to amuse me. Walking on the inch or two of broken
pavement in front of the houses was disagreeable and tiresome,-
and the foetor which breathed on close days from the open
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